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7. O theſe who conſider tbemſelves deputed by Providence to 


promote the ſucceſs of whatever would conduce ts fiety and good morals; 
and who, connecting ſympathy with ſcience, preſer th? feeling ſentimen:s 
of the beart, to ſuch as more deeply engage the underſtanding, this 
Poem may, perhaps, be welcome. It is not, however, ſimply to be co':- 
fidered as a voluntary oblation at the ſhrine of excellence which is no 
more. It was written under an ofinion that the encomiaſt of departed 
worth ſacrifices moſt ſuitably at the altar of living virtue. The Authcr 
was, beſides, influenced by a defire to inculcate ſuch maxims as meght, 
hereafter, be applied with feolicity of effect, to the preuliar ſituation of 
the young Nobleman to dc bam it is addriſ-d: who, in the bl Hm of 
life, promi es ſuch ſenſibility of nature, as fholl find enjoyment in a ſre- 
quent and tender review o the virtues here commem:rated; and {ch 
potter of underflanding, as ſhall be abundantly camſetent to ditermine. 
how much he may contribute to bis own honour and advantage, by 


reviving them in his actians. / 
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TEARS OF THE MUSE. 
a 
ELEGIAC POEM. 
| ADDRESSED 


10 


LORD BUR C EURAS EH. 


— — — 


N OR blithly as the little lark 
At Heaven's-gate hails the day, 
Her ſiſter-muſe can bid thee hark 
Jo numbers ſweetly gay. 


For ſhe, to cheerfulneſs, dear youth I 
| No longer makes the vow: 

Advice fincere, and cordial trum 
Compoſe her off ring nor. 


®. 


B | 


11 —— 2 ot i —Byñ 2 CN OE LET ITED 


THE TEARS OF 


Nor ſlight thee all ſhe has to Wes ; 
Nor future praiſe deny, 


If thee this ſtrain ſhall teach to live, 
And, better yet ! to die. 


Lo | what are all the joys of life, 


Save thoſe the virtues ſhare, 
Since wag' d in never-ceaſing ſtrife 
With malady or care 


What proudeſt pomp, chat ſtill retreats 


As caſualties controul ? 


What boaſtful birth, but when i it meets 


Nobility of ſoul? 


One ſoft ſenſation of the heart, F 4 
Buy virtue Tandtify'd, 25 * 
Can more ſübſtrantial bliſs impart, 


Than e'er was known to pride. 


And, {weeter till, in-wiftloni's view, S203 


While ſhunning glory's beam, 
The v1 let, &hd in ſimpigft blue, 
Than flow'rs imperial ſeem. 090 


Know, 


12 
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8 


TRE MUSE. 


Know, birth, at beſt, beſtows a name, 
Bright from accaſual ra; 


But ſelf's the fan, whoſe native flame 


Is Fame's immortal day! 


Wouldſt homage win?---Employ the art, 
Not. India's wealth could buy, 

That ſwells, with glory's tide, the heart, 
And lifts the ſoul on high, 


To overleap life's utmoſt length, 


Befits a noble name: 
For this, then, daily urge thy renten, 


And ages win from Fame. 


| Reſdlve« and Heay'n thy hope ſhall ** 


Thou wilt not be outdone; 
So may thy eagle-ſoul invade 
* he empire of the ſun! 


For, lo! the oak, that ſtill aſpires, 


An acorn once contain di; 1 


The gem that beams relucent ”_ 


From toil its glory gain d. 9 
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The ia while i it breathes and blo-we 
Supremely ſweet and fair, | 
Each taſte, each hue, each 4 0 owes 

To unremitting care. 


Why ſtreams, from fatted olives, oil ? 
From grapes, why cheerful wine? 

Why bleats the ſheep-fold, but of toil 
To prove the force divine? 


Nor objects only of the earth, 

The green hill, dell, or plain, 

Or mighty plants of giant birth, « 
From toil perfection — * 


They that with warklings freight the gale, 
Or hum the inſect lay, 
Or through the depths of ocean ſail, 

Its "yo. pow” r diſplay: 


Nor leſs yon "oy whoſe vital light 
Enrobes the world with grace: | 
And all thoſe orbs divinely bright, 
That roll thraugh boundleſs ſpace. 


And, 


THE MUSE. 


* ſay, ere toil her charms had dreſs d, 
Did Nature ſavage ſeem; 


She, now at blooming altars bleſs'd, 
| Whom all a goddeſs deem? 


Know, if with man Care wages ſtrife, 
She urges. him to good ; 

For ſloth is ruin; labour life, 
When truly underſtood. 


Thence Health, with AT vigor fraught ; 
Thence gaiety of heart; 

Then ſportive Fancy, nervous thought, 
And ev'ry mental art : 


That ſtor'd the vaſt magnific mind, 
Whence ſages drew their fame, 

Thoſe earth-born gods of human kind, 
Who ſtill ſhall rev'rence claim! 


That melodiz'd a Tully's tongue, 
To charm tlie claſſic ear; 
T hat fram d the ſong by Maro ſung, 
Which Taſte delights to hear | 
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That, to our own lov'd Locke, diſplay” d 
The boundleſs world of mind; ö 
And, of a man, a Newton made, 
All intellect refin'd | 


That form'd a Boyle, who, aw in thought, 
Each walk of Nature trod ; 


And found in each the good he ſought, 
A wiſe, a bounteous God! 


Thee, then, let theſe examples fire 
To brave pertection's ſteep; 
_ To ſhew the ſoul that dares aſpire, 


Nor will a reptile creep. 


And if diſaſters thou ſhalt feel, | 
Or diſappointments blame, 

Search thou thy heart---it may reveal 
The error whence they came. 


ol if thy faults prove fruitful, ſay 
Who nurs'd the bitter fruit? 
If ſcorn'ſt thou Reaſon's faithful ray, 


To whom thy fall impute? Tf 


NN 
© 


till, 


THE MUSE.” 


Still, as it 1s, this life ſurvey ; 
Not as a ſcene of tears; 
Nor yet as one unchanging May, 
Whoſe ev'ry beauty cheers. 


Then vainly hope, not all thy hours 
Shall yield a joyous beam; _ 

Nor thou, what time the proſpect low rs, 
In mean deſpondence — RY 


Whate'er of ill man muſt endure, 
Or may his hopes deter, 
Of this unfailing truth be ſure, 


God's goodneſs cannot err. 


His wiſdom limitleſs; his love, 
Not than his wiſdom leſs ; 


The tribes of earth, the world's above, 


With one accord expreſs | 


Lo! while the tlie d colours, ſtill, 


In ſofter ſeem to melt; > 
While ſparkling flows the limpid rill, 
Or balmy gales are telt : 


While; 
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While tiffu'd with tranſparent gold, 
The healthful ſkies are ſeen; 


Suſtaining Nature's countleſs fold, 
While ſmiles the earth in green 


Fell alu e e 
While beams the glorious fun ; 
While ſtars, with foſter radiance cheer, 


— 


The glooms through which they run: 


While theſe, moſt fair] but good produce, 


Ev'n they through life that plod; 
Or in the beauty or the uſe, 
Muſt own a bounteous God | 


Who, then, ſhall dare, with critic eyes, 
To ſcan His faultleſs will?! 


T hy friend departs l -thy mother dies Y 


Yet He is gracious ſtil] 


For, tell, is Tor ed to earth? 
Is Rapture's palace, clay ? | 

Muſt the ſoul find its feaft in dearth, 
In dimneſs all its day? — 


TRE MUSE. 
If ſo, a breath, a tear, a ſigh, 
Would fill life's ampleſt ſpan, 
And more might boaſt th ephemeran fly, 
Than ev'n carth's monarch- man. 


But this that angel-voice denies, 


Which, thus, through Reaſon ſpeaks ; 


<« Th' enfranchis'd ſoul, when matter dies, 
«© In Heav'n its manſion ſeeks.” 


Say, then, from life is one ſhort hour, 
One moment fetch'd by Death, 
Who proudly plies his boaſted pow'r, 

And triumphs o'er a breath ? 


How thrill theſe accents o'er thine ear 
How vibrates all thy mind |! | 

The while, to worth, moſt juſtly dear ! 
Thy mem'ry is confin'd ? 


Yet, though reflection has its care, 

Not harſh ſhall prove the ſtrain 

That wakes, moſt virtuouſly ſevere, 
| Sweet Sorrow's welcome pain. 


FS, 


O, Buxc- 
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O, Boxenvsen | though unripe thy years, | 


T hy little heart is taught 
To bleſs the feaſt of filial tears, 


To bleſs the duteous thought. 


And let thoſe tears bedew her name, 
That thought expreſs her praiſe, 


Who hop' d to lead thee on to fame, 
Through Virtue's peaceful ways; 


To wake in thee each native grace, 
And bid thee wiſely ſcan 

What, in thine old and honor'd race, 

Illuſtrated the man. 


For, not in tweet r bow rs 
Thy patriot fires reclin'd, 
Where indolence enerves the pow'rs 


That form the godlike mind. 

Jo perfect ev' ry warrior art, 
Was oft their manly care; K* 

And, till, they bleſs'd his joy of heart, 
Who conquer d but to ſpare. 


THE MUSE, | | 
Right well they knew, with fearleſs ſoul, | 
To challenge dangers dire; 
The battle's vengeance to control, 


Or ſpread its raging fire. 


Io acts like theſe ſtill were they prone 

As public good requir'd ; 
Nor, while they prop'd Britannia's throne, 
Sublimer ſtate defir'd. 


Nor they an idol made of pow'r; 
Nor cring d at Fortune's ſhrine: 
If Peace comply d, they took her dow'r; 
"Twas precious ! *twas divine! 


Not haſty to reject or chooſe, 
To eulogize or blame, 
Truth was the object of their views, 
And Reaſon's praiſe their fame. 


While they, to liſt'ning ſenates, ſpoke, 
Perſuaſion ſooth'd the ſoul, | 
And Wiſdom's ſelf th' enchantment broke 
That rul'd with vile control, | 


To 
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To honor fix d, they ſerv'd their king, toi 
And were to Freedom juſt: 
But not to that fantaſtic thing 
Which Faction forms of duſt i 


Twas Freedom rational and great; 
The freedom of the law; 

The deathleſs freedoni of that ſtate, 
Which holds a world in awel 


"Twas ſuch as; gen'ral'as the wind, 
Embrac'd the prince and boor, 
And charm'd the comprehenſive mind, 
And gladden'd ey'n the poor! 
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Twas that---And let the muſes fing 
What Heav'n itſelf may hear! 

Thine honor'd fire, thy patriot king 

[ Bade countleſs thouſands cheer | * 


Such the deſert, maternal love 
All wiſhful was to ſee UE 
Shoot forth and bloſſom, and improve. 


To fruitfulneſs in thee, 
1 A wiſn 
Reſerring to the conceſſions lately granted to the Roman Catholic body of 
Ireland. 5 


THE MUSE, 


A wiſh---how worth a mother's care | 
How worth the toil of art |--- 
Which fondly form'd in thee the heir 
Of more than wealth of heart 


Then, let not thou her name decay 
Amid oblivion's gloom ; 

But in thy life afford a ray 
To light us to her tomb ; 


To light us there, where, often, ſhe 
Ihhat home-felt bliſs imparts, 
And binds, in bleſs'd fraternity 


The nations's countleſs hearts; 


She, with delight, that views the ſtate 
In ſtrength and glory live, 

cafe from that blow, the blow of fate, 
Which Anarchy can give! 


She, but for whom, ſcenes now moſt gay 
Would ſoon each charm forego, 
And ſpoil and havoc but diſplay, 
And death, the. ſlighteſt woe! 
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She, in her nature, that unites, 


Illuſtrates, and completes 
Each virtue that high Heav'n delights, 


And human care defeats; "Ra 


She, ever prompt to aid bach plan 
That renders life refin'd, 

Who calls down Heav'n to Sede man, 
And bids him feaſt his mind | 


Yes | Charity, that nurſe of ſighs, 
There, there ſhall ſmite her breaſt 


And Faith bid pureſt thoughts ariſe, 


To mark the faint at reſt | 


E There holy Hope, in ev'ry breath 
Shall bleſs Affliction s rod, 


Or tell how proves the heav n of death 


T0 thoſe that dic i in God! 


There ſhe * that loves to ſmile away 


The wrath of Juſtice ſtill, 


| Shall linger oft, and weeping 4 


66 Reſt thou that didſt my will 0 
—_— \ " Thers :. 
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THE Muss. 
There $96; the veſtal, Truth, ſhall bring 
With dewy fingers cold, 


Each flow'r that breathes of ſweeteſt fpring, 
1 dreſs her hallow' d mould | 


There ſhe, beſides, who ſhuns wens Art 
That trails the tiſſu'd pall, 


dimplicity, whoſe hermit-heart 
Loves but on Truth to call ; 


She whom her mother Nature taught, 
In ſweet and forceful ſong, 
T o {| peak at large the genuine thought, 


shall call her ſhepherd throng : 


Nor end ſhall they fail to bring; 
Nor ſhall their griefs be mute; 
For, nightly, they this dirge mall ling, | 


— 


To Pity's tend reſt —_ e 


« O thou, whoſe deeds warm from a heart 


« Moſt feeling, moſt ſublime, 
be Call'd o'er the cheek of modern Art, 
The bluſh that own'd a crime; 


x 


% Farewell 


cc 
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Farewel | for then in blameleſs ſtate, | 
« And through the artleſs hour, 
Couldſt realize what bards relate 


« Of beauty's magic — 


Yes! yes chat magic prov'd'in _ 


« No mere effect of face; 
No mere effect of ſymmetry ; 


« But Nature'ꝭs gen ral grace. 


Cc 


cc 


cc 


cc 


Now rul'd it in thoſe lips that mov'd 


«© Important truths. t' expreſs, 


such as hoar Wiſdom till approv'd, 


“And gayer Wit might bleſs ; 


Now in the lively luſtrous eye, 


«© That beam'd a brighter mind; 


The ripen'd cheeks unborrow'sd die, 


IN With worth of ſoul combin'd; 


cc 


cc 


The look that ſpoke a gentle will, 


The ſmile that love expreſs d; 
Such as. became a mother ſtill, 
« And made a huſband bleft ! 


« Ves! 


40 


cc 


cc 


cc 


cc 
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” 


20 Ves! few like thee, O WaarHORLAND 


_ Parental rapture knew, 
When fair beneath the culturing hand, 


cc Thy infant's beauties blew ! 


But thou thoſe duties ſtill couldſt prize, 
© Thoſe cares as ſacred ſee, 
Which bid each latent charm ariſe 

«© That forms humanity. 


Sweet faint |! if from thy throne on high 
Thou mark'ſt thy mourning lord, 
Will thou not regiſter the ſigh, 

*© 'That would thy truth reward ? 


Or if, his guardian angel, thou 
«© With kiſſes meet'ſt the tear, 


That flows while mem' ry paints thee now 


The all that could endear ; 


(c 


40 


Or ſhouldſt — ſee his gentleſt care 
Revere thee in thy race, 

Will thou not yet his truth declare, 
6c Ev'n n at the throne of Grace? 
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« Ol meet 1 50 rapturous taſk for thee, 
« Who, ev'n when mortal here, 

« With joy beheld' ſt felicity 
The ſtranger's dwelling cheer | 


« Ah! thine was then the wiſh refin'd | 

« The ſympathizing figh ! _ 
«© The tear that, ſtill to Heav'n confign'd, 
gut ſhone in Friendſhip's eye! 


« The feeling thought that, all at large, 
yh Impreſſive language ſpoke! 

« The heart that took the wretch in charge, | 
« Who ſhrunk from Sorrow's ſtroke! 


« If cer the Joys appear d untrue, 
«© Nor round thee ſought to throng, 
6 Thou didft not, inly murmuring, view 
«© Their abſence as a wrong. 


«c Enjoying full the bleſſing ſent, 


«© Nor anxious for a ftore, 7:26 


40 Thy free- will off 'ring was content, 


„And Heav'n requir'd no more.“ 
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cc 


cc 


cc. 


cc 


cc 


, 


cc 


When didſt thou ſeck the houſe of Care, 
« Nor find the awful place, 


Nor find the dread occaſion there 


ce That call'd for deeds of grace? Go 


gar a that they, whoſe ſordid gift 
© Some better gift would buy, 

Live the dependent ſlaves of thrift, i 
* bankruptcy to die; 71 


5 


Thou ſhun'dſt not thoſe who could but ſpare 


© That bleſſing: for thy name, 


That pure, that conſecrated pray'r, 
© Which proves immortal fame. 


Though prompt to bid meek worth rejoice, 


« To pay the debt to woe, 


Yet thou, not raſhly, but from choice 
Thy bounties did'ſt beſtow. 


Hence, for the fall n, . mourn thee now 


cc With ſanctify y 4 regret, 4 
While flow'd thy filent mercies, thou 
« Brought'ſt Providence in debt! 
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Hears Folly this ?---And is ſhe vain ?--- 
« Vain of unhallow'd ſtate ?._ 
Of purchas'd ſlaves that ſwell her train? 
« Falſe crowds that choke her gate ? 


Joys that, expecting years to ſee,” 
66: To-morrow may inurn ? | 
Beauties that fade at this decree, 

£«« Duſt ſhall to duſt return? 


Splendors, that like a meteor flame, 


« Amaze and melt away ? 


Praiſes unearn'd that but defame ? 


« A void, vain, doubtful day? 


Inform'd how thoſe, on gilded wing 

<« That ſport from bloom to bloom, 
When fail the ſunny hours of ſpring, 
« May ſhrivel in the tomb; 


No flatteries of protracted life 
Thy purpoſe could betray ; nk 
For ſtill, with worldly hope at ſtrife, 


Thou caught ſt the fleeting day. 


„Hence, 


THE Musk. 
« Hence, independent of a breath 
* Which all muſt ſoon reſign, 


«© Before thy form repos'd in death, 
«Eternity was thine !“ 


O Burcuvursn! ſeel'ſt thou not this trutb 


Melodious ev'n as fame ? 
And ſhall it not incite thy youth 


To renovate her claim ? 


Indulge that hope ! *twill baffle fate 
'Twill ſilence ev'ry fear | 
In goodneſs teach thee to be great! 


In merit ſtill a peer | 


Alike by birth and fortune bleſs'd, 
Theſe cares be thine alone; 
Tranſplant the virtues from her breaſt, | 


To proſper in thine own | 


Then catch true manhood from thy fires ! 
And all the ſapient mind | 

And all the patriot's warm deſires 

| To favour human-kind | 
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Thus, in thyſelf, while ey deſcend, 

A grateful age to bleſs ß 
| True ſafety ſhall they ſteps attend; 
True peace thy pillow dreſs. 
Nor more of glory wiſh to prove, 
| | Nor yet of bliſs to gain,” F7'Y 
While thou, to keep thy country $ love; 
Prov'ſt in each act a---Faxz. 

” T HE END. | | 


